Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
march of Napoleon's returning legions. He had not
guessed so badly when he had prophesied that his ab-
sence would make all this quite clear. And as he rode
up from the port of Frejus, it was as though 'the veil
had been suddenly lifted. While the populace shouted its
vivas, pulled his horses from the shafts, or ran along
the road ahead of him with myriad torches, they knew
that at last they hailed their savior. It need not take vain-
glory and ambition to accept the r61e, when already one
has had such abundant proof of others' incompetence.
There was, too, as Joseph told him, a wise old priest
ready to play a part. He rather fancied that of Moses
the lawgiver; did not count on Napoleon and his brothers
making him John the Baptist instead. This was the fam-
ous Abbe Sieyes, the only hold-over of the men who ran
things in 589, and recently elected a director in Merlin's
place.
"The abbe,'5 explained Joseph, "has at last finished
that constitution of his on which he has been working for
the past ten years, and purposes overthrowing Barras
and the other directors to put it into effect."
"And he is looking for a general," further explained
Lucien: "Moreau, Massena, or Jourdan. Bernadotte is
also a possibility. He cannot accomplish his coup d'Stat
without the military. To-morrow," he added, "I shall
bring Sieyes to my house. You can talk things over."
"Not so fast," Napoleon had said, still in the coach,
riding northward. "I must not go to him, even at your
house. You must bring him to me."
"That can be easily arranged," answered Lucien, now
quite tractable, with the glorious prospects in view.
"Not yet. I must study the situation, see where I am.
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